We Ladye Hlys. 


A CHRISTMAS EPISODE. 


(TO BE SAID, SUNG, OR RECITED.) : 


The Ladye Alys arose elate 

From her sweet and downy couch of state, 
On this morn she was in joyous mood, 

And appear’d the gem of womanhood, 

For the morrow would be Christmas Day ; 
When homes leok bright and the kindred play, 
When the hawker’s cry—and hawks— are still, 
And the miller stops his milling mill. 


The Ladye Alys wended her way 

To where the ancestral stables lay, 

She took her charger—a tawnish grey— 
And harness’d him to a two-wheel’d chaise. 
A ladye born, as you may well ken, 

She scorned the aid of serving men ; 
Reliant upon her maiden charms, 

She ne’er appealed to men-at-arms. 


Gaily the ladye’s chariot runs, 

She’s bound for the Garden cf the Nuns,* 
To clip the mistletoe and holly 

And drown the cares of melancholy. 
When the sale is o’er—if she succeed— 
In a draught cr more of strongest mead ; 
For when meney’s flush, a spree is dear, 

To the hearts of all who love good cheer, 


The day well toward, without mishap, 
Our layde who sits beside the tap, 

Fias shown her family traits quite true; 
If ker blood is not, her words are blue. .) 


*Covent Garden which was_originally aj 
Convent Gaiden, 


For a car! so free in freakish mood, 

A few moments on her new hat stood. 
Alack! Alas! Ah! A well-a-day ! 
That man was born the tom-fool to play. 


My ladye she bar’d her strong white arm, 

Got in her left like working a charm, 

First in his eyes, then one on the snout 

The melee spread, they were all thrown out 

Then rang the welkin right through and 
through, 

Arrive the senechal’s men in blue. 

They have got her now with all her charms, 

Why came she without her men at-arms ? 


Away they hauled her before the beak, 
Then to lowest dungeon for a week ; 
For a chance to tap his claret red, 
She said she’d do the time on her head, 
They shut her in just willy nilly, 
Instead cf pudding gave her skilly, 
When—all head— she woke next morn, she 
said 
(Can’t publish it in this paper.)—Ed. 
Well, as you please, but what would you say, 
If you had spent such a Christmas Day ? 
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